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H.R.H. THE PRINCE OF ,WALES. 


Tt is necessary for a'prince to please the many,” said (old Euripides. Ouy Dare-Devil Prince pleases the many, not from 
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IF you want 
the best Tea 
buy from the firm 
08 
3s 
\ 
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3h 
It is not necessary to Increase the maximum speed of # 
tramcar in order to redute the running time for a particular \ 
journey. The important factor is the duration of stops, whethef . 
for passengers or at traffic junctions. Steps have been, an@_ y 
are still being, taken to reduce the latter cause of delay by . 
re-arranging stopping points and thus assisting freer move- 
ment for all vehicles. That is a matter requiring special, 
knowledge of traffic conditions at various points, and the best 
results can sometimes be obtained only after experiment. 
The public can assist by being ready to alight as soon 
ea as the car stops, and boarding on the left of the handra 
Bere S ee Nd) Peco + for the lower deck and the right for the upper saloon ( 
LIPTON’S foviee? 7 separ il & Each second is of vital importance on a system such 4% . 
TEA PLANTERS, CEYLON | ange. “x , sania wakes 
Ths ‘Lideal, Tek. Ditrlictom, Masatesoue 1 iS J _London’s Tramways, where the service given is the best in the 
br thy cr: Gb Lele an albedo g WE World, from the point of view of frequency and speed, New im 
Branches and Agences throughout the U.K, high-powered cars, capable of more rapid acceleration, af . 
‘ U2 also helping to solve the problem of increasing the capactt¥ 
of the tramways without increasing the number of vehiclet 
d 
b 
Q 
ek 
Pie 
t 
k 
‘a 
_ 
\ 
_t 
- 
q 
(a 
t 
_ 
’ 
8 
. 
t 
i 
nN 
st 
i 
t 
it 
} 
‘ 
; ei 
. ‘ t 
4 j l 
This is the polish 
Me for you. 
Of course you may think I’m 
4 « prejudiced, but just let me polish 
a any piece of metal work in the 
= house, and see how quickly and ~~ 
easily 1 do it—and what a shine! ; 
on Bw 
EAT MORE HONEY !292 eyo 
Packers of 0 
SOLD BY 4LL_ BUT SEE THAT IT IS FINESTH oot 
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RECKITT & SONS, LTD., HULL & LONDON. 
Makers of Zebra Grate Polishes, etc. 
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4m, ALLY sSLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 


{ * ; g Wd 0 any part of the World, post free: 3 months, 

Me, chs, 6s. ; 12 months (including all Special 
$k, Pin 12s. in stamps or P.0.0.’s to THE 
Ly ¢ TORS, ‘Tue SLoreries,” Boswett House, 

* ©URT, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 
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? Belong 72! and Contents Bills will be sent post free 

4 Be, ‘gow on appucation. Reading Cases, free of 


otels, Restaurants, etc. 
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me Corres f gigs : 
Wh Stun Pondents w'shing their MSS. or Sketches tobe 
ie 8=6s* — ©, must enclose a stamped enve.ope large enough 
the, faim the contributions submitted. Under no 
&o, CNditions will attention be given to work sent 
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i} o, Editorial Chat 

_ “€n, Women, and Things of the’ 
t Moment. 

| we Changed aspect of this publication will, we 


Hg ma; ent, please as much as it may surprise the 
a Sority of our readers. 


TE 
A Wo, act that a new generation of readers ot 
by Rigg literature, who know not “ Ally Sloper,” 
iy Nn.’ cannot ‘be gainsaid. Despite—perhaps 
( i al uence of !—the war, the intelligence of the 

Mar Public has of late made rapid strides, and 
®8 deemed amusing even thirty years ago is 


ie, "garded with ridicule and contempt. 


: Sf a less primitive character is now de- 

eh uy, _ The doings of the Sloper family, in 

© immoderaite consumption of gin played so 

Ne ge Part, are appreciated no longer, and we 

Mia in their place, to provide our readers 
iy 


; Saat P-STICK ” comedy has fallen out of favour, 


T more in consonance with modern taste. 
Been that, in dropping some of the old 
'Oducing certain fresh features, we have 

actuated by any “high-brow” motives, 
a wine by the desiré to provide our readers 
in. CTY. readable journal of the lighter kind, 
the old and young alike, 


. « e ad ad 


4 i May sometimes strike a somewhat serious 
; aged feature entitled “In the Klutch of the 
Re Klan,” before which dread body will be 
i Tom time to time certain celebrities, nota- 
ed Nonentities, who may either by word or 
© offended the conscience of the country, 
18 there will be found ample compensation 
that Mrs. Jemima Malaprop-Brown, cook 
untess of X., Crosyenor Square, has under- 
devote her weekly “night out,” to the en- 
of the pages of this journal, with her 
Mie: unsophisticated draiaatic criticisms. 

M the daily life of the Head Waiter at a 
°elebrated old Chop House, within the pur- 
® City, will continue to be recounted, and 
Book Worm will tell us, week by week, of 
She has read and enjoyed, or read under 
Us providing a valuable guide to the 
Uy or let severely alone. 
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* * * * * 
A 


Nimitable Tootsie will continue her con- 
°ver the telephone, and Lord Bob will not 
y to, nites his weekly indiscretions. A bright, 
naj, will find a place in evch issue, and 

q ly a new joke—if it is possible to find orie 
tie in) the light in our pages. Humorous and 
yi, F Rag tte, Ustrations by some of the best artists will 
a. a taj bey Uted lavishly amongst the reading matter, 
a wren “Normously to make up a budget of enter- 
a7 tig a, Mequalled on the book-stalls to-day, at 
= jy by nee. In short, our.aim is to justify our 

' ang “King the perusal of our columns as cheer- 
Tefreshing as a veritable ‘‘ Half-Holiday ”! 

THE EDITOR, 


Lita 
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GIRLS WHO HELP. 


THE DAIRY MAID, 


)o¢ 


CONSIDERATE! 


“Look here.” remarked the budding violinist 
resentfully, “you were talking all through my 
solo.” 

“Oh. don’t worry about that,’ replied the man 
addressed, ‘‘I assure you I wasn’t saying anything 
that you would particularly care to hear.” 


——)o( 


‘RHYMES OF THE TIiMES. 


BY OUR “HALF-HOLIDAY” RHYMSTER. 


THE PLAY IS NOT THE THING. 


When | visit the theatre it’s nothing tc me 
What description of drama presented tmay be, 
Whether farce or grand opera, tragedy, or 

A broad melodrama well sprinkled with gore; 
Even opera bouffe, and comedy too— 

With equal indiff'rence | sit them all through, 


Nor does it concern me who makes up the caste— 
They’re all merely mummers, the first to the last! 
Nor heed ! the play, be it subtle or crude, 

Or with the sex problem and passion imbued; 

1 know very well that no plot can be new— 

So | find something very much better to do:— 


For, closing my ears to the drama, 1! gaze ‘ 
On my neighbours, and mark their peculiar ways 
1 watch the emotion expressed in their faces 
When hero the heroime fiercely embraces; 

1 notice the tear-drons of which they’re beguiled 
When they see the fond motherbereft of her chee.ild. 


The passions of actors, | know, are pretence, 

To see them alone were not worth the expense; 
But the feelings the people around me betray, 
Being real, are for me an enthralling display. 
The sighs that |! hear, and the tears that | see— 
Not the piece—are the things that most interest me, 


to eat them, bless yer. 


“peace GIAG [as om 
Saad ATOMS | | KU KLUTCH KLAN. 
Walp ecikr eoogs | SOG iL iL SEE PAGE FIVE, 


Sloper Songlets. 


By “THE BARD.” 
WHEN SLOPER BACKED THE WINNER. 


Once Sloper had a famous tip 
Which set his pulses thrilling; 

But one thing sadly worried him— 
He hadn’t got a shilling. 

A pound he gathered from the Dook, 
Then ran to Mister Skinner, 

And planked it down upon the horse 
Which was to prove the winner. 


He didn’t know a precious lot 
About the ways of betting, 

But he was quite persuaded that 
A fortune he was netting. 

He danced and chortled ail the way 
As he went home to dinner, 

To tell the Sloper family 
That he had backed the winner. 


He told his friends all round the town, 
Who grinned and winked and nodded, 

For they were quite convinced that he 
By someone had been codded, 

But not a. word they said to him— 
Forgive each hoary sinner— 

And all congratulated him 
On having backed a winner. 


The day arrived, and Sloper was 
Most fearfully excited, 

He thought how all the family 
Would shortly be delighted. 
The Dook and Tootsie had gone off 
By ‘motor-car to Pinner, 
While Sloper waited all alone 

To hear about the winner. 


The news came in—his horse had won, 
He saw it in the paper—- 

And then the old man, overjoyed, 
Began to cut. a caper. 

Next morning, with a happy smile, 
He rushed to Mr. Skinner. 

The door was locked. no soul was there 
To pay out on the winner. 


Poor Sloper had an awful time. 
His head felt very funny, 

For Skinner had fulfilled his name 
And skinned him of bis money, 

And now poor Ally’s face is long, 
Each day he’s growing thinner, 

And curses from his ancient heart 
The day he backed the winner. 


Jo( 
A FAR EASIER TASK. 


The Traveller: Are those all the sandwiches 
you’ve got to eat? 
The Refreshment Room Attendant: I ’aven’t got 
I’ve got to try and sell ‘em, 


Jot 
INSUPERABLE REASONS, 


Chollie: Blanche tells me that she has insupe 
able reasons for remaining single. 
Chappie: Yes, I know what they are. 
Chollie: Then she has told you? 
Chappie: No, but I have seen her. 


PAGE FOUR 


Hello! Hello!!--’Ullo! 


I’M sorry to have kept you waiting, my dear, 
but I was upstairs massaging my face with a lovely 
new stuff called ‘‘ Lovekysse Cream,” when Alexandry 
told me that you were on the telephone— 

. * ° . . 

What have I been doing? ...Oh! my goodness, 
don’t ask what I’ve been doing!—and what other 
people have been doing!—and haven’t been doing! 

. a. * ” e 

Well. it was like this. I must confess I’ve been 
having a bit on the gees, and what with White 
Bud and Sergeant Murphy doing what nobody ever 
imagined they could do, and stopping other good 
little horses lJoinog what they ought to have done, 
I got in a nasty mess! 

« my « ae > 

It was really quite an uncomfortable financial 
mess, Lardi, and.if I couldn’t pick up a few quidlets 
somehow or other. it might—-I might—well, all sorts 
of dreadful things might happen: 

= e . .. e 

And one rornine when I was feeling very much 
worried, and wondering if :t would he had for Pa’s 
reputation and the credit of the Sloper family 
generally if I committed suicide, I went for a walk 
in Kensineton Gardens with a view tc investigating 
the depths of the Round Pond. The water looked 
nice and clean—(yes, yes; of course it ought to!— 
yes, it’s iust been turned out, and spring-cleaned 
and done up, hasn’t it? Pa saw them doing it, and 
said if they had refilled it with whisky instead of 
water. he wouldn’t have minded taking a header 
off the banks! Awful devil, Pa!)—er—er—er—— 

* . + * J 

Oh! yes. I was just looking at the water when 
I saw that a rather nice man, with a very nice 
dog, was looking at me. 


_ 


and I respondec by looking demure as usual . 
a x e e 


And not only did Master take a fancy to me, 
He wasn’t a big 
doggie—quite a dear, smallish thing with a tummy 
nei.rly on the gronnd—but, all the same, a doggie 
unmistakeable air of good manners 
that I instinctively knew he 
must be worth nearly as much money—or p’raps 


but Doggie was also very keen. 
with such an 
and good breeding, 


more!—as I owed the bookies. 
. + te . « 


Just the sort of man and just the sort of dog 


that one likes to get into touch with! 
* . * * * 


Well. while Master strolled along I strolled not 
far behind, with Doggie continring his friendly 
Then suddenly Master ran 
They stopped and 
they strolled forward across the grass—~ 
on. on till we reached the trees, and all the while 


overtures all the time. 
up against a man he knew. 
talked; 


Doggie and J followed behind, 
* * « e ae 


He gave me the glad eye 
—at least. to he strictly accurate, two glad eyes!— 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


But, so engrossed was Master with listening to 
the jokes told him by his pal (I don’t believe you'd 
like to have heard em, Lardi), and I could see that 
Tootsie and Doggie were quite forgotten. So we 
consoled each other, and ran together’ and gam- 
bolled together. -until. when 1 looked round again, 
it was to find that Master and his friend were no- 
where in sight!! 


. » . . ad 


Well. of course. there was only one thing which 
any humane person could do—and that was to pick 
up the poor little pet and carry him home! (Steal- 
ing? Of course not! You seem to forget, Lardi, 
that I come of a very ancient and noble family, 
and never yet have there been any aspersions cast 
at anyone bearing the uwame of Sloper!) 


m * 7 e * 
So, feeling that I was doing what the 
N.S.P.C.A. would want me to .do, I picked up 


Doggie, ran with him as fast as 1 could until I 
reached the street. aud then hailed a taxi and took 


him home! 
- 7. e « * 


Well, now, of course, Doggie’s name (David) 
and Master’s name (Sir Algernon Spooney) and 
address (No, 2, Gaylark Square) were all engraved 
on the plate attached to the collar, but I didn’t 
go at once with Doggie because—er—er—well, _be- 
cause—er—I hadn’t time iust at the moment! 

J oo * ee 7. 
But, two days later, I saw the following “ad.’’ 


in the paper: 
: « 


‘“ LOST--A small valuable dog 
answering to the name of 
‘David. A HANDSOME RE- 
WARD will be given to anybody 
who brings him to Sir Algernon 
Spoonev,. 2. Gaylark Square.” 

* * * 


And directly I had read this 
announcement, my fine sense of 
honour made me pick up David 
and taxi off with him to Gaylark 
Square without delay. Sir Al- 
gernon was at home, and I was 


immediately shown into his. 
study. 
« * * 


“1 have just seen your ad- 
vertisement, and as I was walk- 
ing along I picked up your little 
dog. Here he is!” 


“... And gave me a very, very long kiss right on the lips!” 


APRIL 21, 19% 

" a 

This is what I said, and Sir Algernon smiley 

smiled very much indeed and continued the 8)! 

eyeing from where he had left it off the other 
—and took David from my arms, 

. i s * o yw 

“Thank you: I’m so glad to see him—and ¥% 

he answered in a verv nice voive. 


5 1, é 
“I'm so glad 1 found him,” gent! 


was my 


answer. ‘And.’ I added by way of an ats 
thought, “may I—er—er—er—have the ‘hand 
reward?’ ” wl 
“Certainly you may, and you fully deserv® * 
Here it is!!!’ yp! 


And with this he stooned down and gav® 
a very, very long kiss right on the lips! 

“Yes. but—er—where’s the REWARD?” 9 

“That was,it! Surely a loving kiss fro” 
good young man to a naughty little girl is rew 
enough for anything, isn’t it?’ 

oF * « - * wf 

Of course I was furious—raging—dangerous 


—er—oh! well. he wasn’t so bad afterwards! 
. - * * - 
jb 
Have I paid the bookies? Oh! yes, they’r¢ Pit 
all right! What? How did I get the mj 
Oh! I—oh!—er—well, Sir Algernon wasn't 8° of 
after——No. Lardi! I really am not going to #?* 


all your impertinent questions! 
* . . . * 


' 
You presume tvo far and you ask too much 
g” 


* * * * . 
Ring off, please, Fxchange—ring off! I’v@_ 
thing more to say—ring off—ring OFF!!!! 
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I 
ed May not be common knowledge that there 
Ry ‘2 our midst to-day a secret centre of ‘the 

% Klan. 
Sitj a fact need cause no alarm. to law-abiding 
*,, ° Or others who have the welfare of their 
be! hear and the happiness of their fellow creatures 

I * 
thi, n Certain southern districts of the United States 
Man We-ingpiring organisation -has, in many in- 
toe, * done good work. At times, when evil- 
Pn. ve escaped by means of graft and bribery 
Sj Ripe sorts the deserved punishment for their 
‘ves : the Ku Klux Klan have constituted them- 
§j * kind of Supreme Court; ~have secretly 
ee offenders: and in some hidden spot have 
Maia the culprits and inflicted upon them the 

™ent that was their due. 


LET JUSTICE REIGN. 


> W 
nao” the Law lags behind and fails in the 
la aad administration of justice, none can com- 
te beet a secret society of the character 
®ep Come into éxistence and take, upon. itself 
& ee of those iudicial functions which have 
Nhe ted ‘or abused by the recognised legal 
a S. 
Ve Ku Klux Klan’s Secret Centre—which, we 
ag, “tid. is now established in our midst— does 


Pn Present concern itself with ordinary 
pretty offenders—except, maybe,; in case of 
lig he animals. But its main object is, to have 

ls,, | before its dread tribunal persons of po 


its eee or religious authority, who have been 
hy, tte “24 actions, expressions, or neglect in the 
xt w their conduct or pursuit: of their calling, 
watin . nevertheless. have not brought themselves 
“a. ach of the Law as by constitution estab- 


¥ 
Bane to ane. which it would be injudicious on our 
disclose. we have been privileged to be n0t?” 


ASS THE GARLICK. 


k 
ay "ha lately been claimed to be a specific for 


Naas (With apologies to the shade of Byron.) 
th 

fl the arlick again! for I never before 

Core. Slow that now gladdens my heart to its 

Bit. 

h Van tink !—who would not?—since, through life’s 
8a); round. 

ti °K alone no deception is found. 

be 


Ve Fl 
oe tried in its turn every quack remedy 
o I “a Chemists are ever woo giady to supply, 
th Aly believe I’ve at last got a “‘ binge” 
- F0ut—for to-day I’ve felt never a twinge! 


the , - 
beng Barlick again! 


Though its fumes. may 
€lt > 

tri, “8 benificent powers no end! 

‘ 8 may avoid me and pass the word round, 
@rlick alone no deception is found. 

W. M. 


a0 


AT THE TOP OF THE TREE. 


* late Sir Herbert Beerbohm Tree, besides 
iy great actor, was a great poseur. 
he was standing at the top of 
8 of Drury Lane Theatre cynically survey- 
World when a wag noticed him, Dashing 
Fone ‘m, the wag inquired, “Pray, sir, are you 
‘ particular?” Tree turned his watery 

“No © Questioner sadly. 
* he said. ‘I cannot be, otherwise I 

be seen talking to you.” 


< 


z 
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D 
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THE 


HALF-HOLIDAY. 


A NOTORIOUS POLITICIAN. 


present, in the person of a confidential agent, at 
all the trials undertaken by the English Branch of 
the Ku Klux Klan. as well as to publish, under 
censorship, a report of the proceedings in each 
case. 

We commence the series this week with an ac- 
count of the trial of 


MR. NEWBOLD, M.P, FOR THE MOTHERWELL 
DIVISION OF GLASGOW. 


From the hidden coign’ of vantage that had 
been provided for me. I watched the protesting 
approach, through the grim crypt-like cellar, of Mr. 
Newbold, whose struggles two stalwart members of 
the Klan made fruitless. until he was dumped with 
something approaching violence on to a stone seat 
immediately opposite the elevated throne occupied 
by the President of the Court. 

Mr. Newbold made a far from pretty figure— 
which, indeed. he fails to do even in the most 
fayourable circumstances—and with his pale and 
anxious face and tremulous limbs, he might haye 
excited compassion in the breasts of any tribunal 
less stern than that before which he was now 
arraigned, 

“Stand up.’’ commanded the Chief of the Klan 
in stern yet impassive tones. 

Mr. Newbold scrambled ‘to his feet as though 
moved by some galvanic stimulous. 

“Tt isn’t fair!’ he stuttered. 
lish.” . 

“What have you to do with England?” came 
the cold inquiry. 

“T’m a Member of the House of Commons, ain’t 
1 ste 

“You represent a Scottish constituency, do: you 
not?”’ 

“Yes; 

“You swore allegiance to the King when you 
took your seat in the House of Commons, did you 


“Tt isn’t Eng- 


Motherwell.” snarled the prisoner. 


CANDID FRIEND: So he does. 


PAGE FIVE 


“Had to.” retorted the prisoner, who, by this 
time waa recovering something of his gamin-like 
cheek, which, in some quarters, passes for courage. 

“But you stood for Parliament as an avowed 
Communist, I believe,” continued the grave yoice. 


AN AVOWED COMMUNIST. 


“You’ve got it—Bolshevik, 
gered the callous defendant. 

“So that you do not properly belong to the- 
Labour Group, who, to say the least, did not obtain 
their election to the House by means of false pre- 
tences?”’ 

“I told my constituents -I was a Communist,’ 
retorted the cornered M.P. 

“And then perjured yourself by*® taking the 
Oath of Allegiance. You admit that?’ 

“Of course I admit it. I’m proud of it!” 

The President turned ‘to the similarly-cloaked 
and hooded Klan-man seated on his right and mur- 
mured a few words. Then, turning to the prisoner 
with a movement of slow and awe-inspiring dignity, 
he said: : 

“When the condemnation to death of the Arch- 
bishop of Petrograd was mentioned in the House of 


if you like,” snig- 


Commons, you, it is reported, shouted ‘Rats!’ . Is 
that true?’ 

“What about it?’ demanded the prisoner 
brazenly. 


“And.” continued the dread judge, ‘“‘“when Mr. 
Ammon, another Member of tke La“. Party, 
asked whether something could no Fo. - 
the Bolshevik Government some id 
of this country touching the atr 
they contemplated, you jeered « 
over the prospect of the hatef 
been decided on?” 


“ RATS ad 


“Rats!” replied the harde 
“Your obduracy only mak 
offence.’’ declared the Presid: 
those Members. who might hk 
a manner at least. to be your» 
you with loathing., Mr. Jack 
Silvertown, asked: ‘“‘Do you wat 
and continued, “ You ought to ‘b 
If they kill them I’ll kill you!” 
Mr. Newbold turned suddenly } 
“Prisoner at the bar.” continu 
whose voice here took a deeper t 
brazenly and tacitly confecsed to \ 
which you have been charged, and 
this court of the Ku Kiux Klan i 
shunned by all decent men and womes 
of your natural life.” \ 
The prisoner was conveyed to the opus aa - 
state of callapse. 
THE WATCHER IN THE CRYPT. 


~ 


seeteeee teewy say Ine ch.id takes aiter -..-. 


Still, | wouldn’t arown him on that account, 


ce 


PAGE SIX 


* gibopercorreriteno ura seman marae ITT 1 


THE HALF-HOLIDAY. 


i | 


| THE GOVERNORS PREROGATIVE, : 


RE ARETE plano a GRED 


J 


A STIRRING KENTUCKY STORY. 


“ RIGHT over thar, Linkin, right over thar wha’r 
Cappses medder stretches off to ter Little Sugar 
Bend, is wha’rr yer pap wus kilt th’ seckund day 
uy the fightin’, I know he wusn't kilt th’ fust day, 
bekase one uv his cum-rads at was tuck prisoner 
tole me hed seen William on the mornin’ uv th’ 
eight, so he musta bin kilt th’ eight-u March. Ther 
wus twenty year terday—’n I’ve never failed ter 
cross ther Knob and be et this spot at sun-up on 

th’ eight, ’n after I am gone, Linkin, I want ye ter 
kum ever’ yeer, ’n try ter shet yer eyes and pick out 
th’ spot es I hev. Yer pap wus a likely man, Linkin, 
’n a scholard; everybody wondered why he\tuck*me, 
His pap wus a lawyer back yander in York State, 
but he ‘listed frum Iohway, where he’d teeched 
school. I never could git no answers ter my letters 
to his folk er th’ mought o’ holped me.” 

The boy’s gaze was not for the Capps’s Meadow, 
He was looking beyond to a smoke cloud high above 

a of Rainbow Ridge, almost looking 
wondering what there was beyond. 
mechanically, but under his breath 

don’t believe my father was ever 


aight he disappeared. 

tan of the hills spelled out the. 
son's departure, and the rea- 
welf had taught her to read 
hirty,” and she took pardon- 
iplishment, Olinging to her 


MK: =F) 


\4 


i] 


in 
a 


“created” a part): Fact, | assure you—there was such a rush 
to see me, the audience stampeded the stalls and smashed them to pieces. 
- OLD BIRD: Dear me, he must have beem a very strong man! 


YOUNG ACTOR (who has jus 


ideal she had determined early that the lad should 
be worthy of his father, and she had seen to it, 
poor as she was, and hard as it was to command 
ready money in the Ozarks, that he attended the 
district school regularly, and she had given him the 
advantage of a term at the county seat. Everybody 
conceded that if he had not gone away he would 
have been selected as teacher in his native district 
the following year. 

‘“Dear mother,” he wrote, “I am going to find 
my father’s people; when I come back I will know 
all about them. and I'll have money.” 


« * * * * 


Lincoln Grey was not a young man of supersen- 
sitive moral concepts, although by no means a per- 
son of vicious habits or inclinations. There was a 


rakish streak in him, but he concealed it from his 
mother, for he loved her, although in more recent 
years he felt the sting of utter ignorance. Her 
veneration for his father’s memory bored him. 

“Tf I am a scoundrel,” he had said to himself, 
‘‘and I sometimes think I may be, I get it from the 
soldier of Pea Ridge, not from the mountain gir\ 
he married.” 

Being unworldly wise, the boy, when he found 
himself in a, city of the Middle West, formed evil 
associations; being quick-tempered, he was not long 
in the acquisition of enemies, and being a mountain- 
eer, he shot one of these enemies from behind aa 
the most logical way in which to settle a grudge. 

Of course he was caught. He could have “hid 
out” in the mountains at home indefinitely; in the 
city, within two hours after the tragedy he was -be- 
hind the bars, with a charge of murder lodged 
against him; but with a dogged determination to 
add no further burden to his Spartan mother of 
the hills. he refused to tell even the lawyer that had 


- been assigned to his. case anything of his ante- 


cedents. He was believed to be a Kentucky moun- 
taineer, mainly because the place\of his conviction 
was nearer the Cumberland range than it was to 
the Ozarks. 

« * Ld e - 


“Tt is up to the Governor.” 
“Chief Executive of the State Intimates That He 


Will Not Act Fayourably Upon Lincoln Gray’s 
Application for Commutation of Sentence.” 


This headline in a City newspaper caught the eye > 


of Ham Andrews, editor :"d proprietor of the 
“Weekly News.” while he \.as going through lis 
exchanges on a Saturday afternoon. The newspaper 
also carried a picture of the Governor, and of the 
felon who, by a coincidence that was commented 
upon as “ peculiar,’”’ bore his own name 

Before night everybody in the county seat knew 
that Lincoln Gray was under sentence of death in 
another State. and the evil/ tidings were not long in 
reaching the woman in the hills. 

Within three days she had sold her little farm, 
and with a newspaper clipping obtained from An- 
drews in her bosom, che was on her way to the 
capital city of enother Commofwealth. 
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“Tt is hardly necessary for me to assure ‘yi 
counsellor, that, personally, I sympathise wi ye 
woman, because she is poor, because she is i8* J 
and because the death of ber son will leap 
alone in the world. I am a father” (this 
pansive pride), “(and it is not necessary tor nay 
say ‘to the people of this grand old State o 
my instincts are for humanity, but” ( if) 
smug self-satisfaction) ‘‘I was elected to office af 
representative of a new school of politics, Tey) 
for law and order and the decencies of life | 
a sad fact, but the innocent always suffer W” | 
guilty are punished.” gl 

The Governor. erect and military, his MO" # 
and imperial slightly streaked with grey, ® 49) 
Army in the lapel of his frock coat, seem 
earnation of virtue: He was the law. 46 
dressed the attorney for the defence. 1 

“She said to tell you his father was # 
soldier.’’ oe 

“Most of the Kentucky mountaineers weT@ | jf 
soldiers; but under the circumstances I'll 
Of course, I can’t ignore a direct appeal liké 


The Governor walked impatiently and not of 
out annoyance, . He knew from experience we i 
would have an unpleasant half hour, and be 
it over as soon as possible. Re . 

Nor was he surprised when the veiled beasee” 
entered his office threw herself at his feet; #” ge 
ing his hand, kissed it passionately, as , A 
bled words he could not understand, rd) Geeks 

“There, there. madame,” he stammered, Pr 
take on; I’m sorry for you, believe me I ame gt 
I could help you in any way consistent wit! oan 
would be glad. Your lawyer says you af # 
dier’s widow. I am an old soldier. ere 
your husband serve?” oo 

He lifted her gently and led her to a chat 2 
Faised her veil-and looked him steadily in ® 
answering: ’ pide 

“He was kilt on the second day et Pea Fx: 

Governor Gray staggered; his lips quivé rs 
sank into his chair as one who had rece! + 
mortal blow, yr 

The woman from the hills smiled—sadl¥- of] 

“He wus kilt. Sum uy ’em tried ter nin’ og 
thet he wusn’t, thet he jest deserted me ‘ 
wus poor ’n ignerant; but he wus kilt. 
ef he wusn’t, I wouldn’t never want Linkin 
I teached Linkin to set great store by © Wy 
mem’ry; ’n fer all he’s got ter die I would? i 3 
ter disgrace him by showin’ his pap 
scounnel.” 

* Is—is Lincoln you son by—by the soldie® 

“T never married but onct.” or 

The Governor rose and walked the lengt? 
room, once, twice, twenty times. 408 

Stopping abruptly in front of the vis? 
again seized her hand. to 

“You would do anything, I suppose 
the boy?” 

“He's bin the comfort uv my life; 7° 
ennything.”’ ” 

“You would even tell the world that— 

The woman shrank as if some uncles? 
were touching her. ai pot { 

“No, no,” she answered with a groan, ais? ’ 
not thet! I done tole you I couldn't “ig ty 
Linkin, ’n I’d rather see him go to his death 4 
thar scaffold they’re buildin’ in the jail ¥ a? 
see him live ter know he sprung from * | | 
varmint.” ca? ., 

“ You’re a wise woman. I ‘-_ 
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-A truly good man, who was the confidé go" 
“his people,” can go far in exercising a PT pe yf 
Governor Gray’s explanation of why he f 
the sentence of Lincoln Gray was acceP 
question, Indeed. he had shown go little 
with offenders against the moralities 
friends and followers were rather pleased 
cover he really had a heart. 

And they were justified in approving 
did, for later, one of ‘his last. official # 
grant a free pardon to the felon wh? ¢ 
transferred to the State prison from 
house.’ He explained that the boy’s ™ 
interested him in the case, and he had eo Mg 
vestivation made which convinced him t er 
Gray had believed his own life to be in 4°%tion 
had really acted in self-defence. The coP¥ Rt 
been a miscarriage of justice. on 
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And again the people believed him. 9g #9 
It is a great advantage to live * 90m 


reproach and to have a name that is 
with honour and truth 
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ERE, you leave him to 
me,’ said the Head 
Waiter, clutching by the 
arm one of his under- 
lings, whe was advanc- 
ing to attend: to the re- 
quirements of a fresh cus 
tomer. 

“ W’y?” demanded the 
irritated subordinate. 
“Want the bloomin’ lot, 
don’t yer?” 

“You 
don’t alwuys 
fair,’ replied 
ou Waiter mildly 
2 have the bloke’s tip if you like. Buy 
im? on attend to ‘im. I know who he is, and 
‘hy log, © or two things I want to say to him. 

after that fat American woman what's 
You t M. She’s sure to drop a tidy backsheesh 
. thing, * ‘er like a Broadway flapper or swob, 
bya tien they call ‘em.” 
We. to th. Mmollified, the under-waiter turned to at- 
‘ite, h © well-upholstered female, while the Head 
Wried after his prey. 
® © e 8 & 
Fy” cop evening, sir,” said the Head Waiter, with 
ty, Yo, “tesy; “if you are dining here this eyen- 
A tay Will find that table far more comfortable 
ime It’s a draughty old place, sir, but one 
: Yon to ®r a lot in the interests of the antique. 
Sf * t Shi 80me people that Julius Caesar or Old 
“Oy to 4, Pton sat in a certain draught, they’d 
an” ten, © the same, even if they knew it» would 
sey ote PReumonia! What will you take, sir?” 
jy Mi, Then” Dlain meal,” replied the customer. 
a Mi, ®, What do you say to a nice grilled sole, 
's fo, PPrated steak, kidney, and oyster pud- 
* “Ow, and some toasted cheese to finish up 


Ue 


’ { 
oo pit warn having agreed to the suggestion, 


S00, &iter sent the orders hurtling upstairs 
Nee i 
& 


can’t. say I 
treat you 
the Head 


ae 


N such stentorian tones that the parrot 
Perch on the dining-room door, and the 


f) Sh Oars of laughter of the journalists in the 
ge 


cross the passage were for a moment 


v 
y 


*® * e 7 
.’ faid the Head Waiter, when he arrived 
le. “it's a bit rough when you consider 


‘y, 
vy. Sip 
‘py ne 
" SOme of us has to suffer on account of 
it 
Neagtor 
i . 


7 

ft AS / 

or We enioy many advantages which were 
. 8 by those who are dead,” remarked the 


db y Ig May he 
{? tee * agreed the Head Waiter; “but no- 


: vy died and left me no money up to now, 
‘Or 


f 
of 
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. & : gi 
Py t * me 
|| Ma fous proper.” 
A a Yay Atulate you,” said the customer, “In 
Ny Yon: fums, I hope.” 

Mean money, but troubles, Sir Robert,” 
Waiter emphatically. ‘And you're 


ty 
sé 

a b yy, Heag 
i ea 
y 2 nly Understand you! You must be mis. 

ty kn the customer. ‘‘And yet you 
ae» °w my name! Strange!” 
lor 


~ I know you right enough,” declared 


one “You are Sir Robert Horne, 


pe mala the Exchequer before the present one, 
: Ma * Who was here the other day lunching.”’ 
bg n 
or 
jot 
A 


" 
% 


iC 
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u," » With here the other day!” exclaimed Sir 
Oy, th, “UTPrise. ‘‘How was he received ?” 

ph yt Eh, ® parrot made a bit of a fuss of him, 
at gf By “yy the P’ravs it had an idea he was goin’ to 


10 ation on bird seed.’ 

F 4 Y, 0 & tax on bird seed?” asked the ex- 
pty Youre Pe the Exchequer, with some surprise. 
We, a At ea know best about that, sir, seeing 
I . Ron, N Chancellor of the Exchequer.” 


aed TF Tt Horne smiled a trifle awkwardly. 

“s f "f) i. 8; * s * * = 

ong ate, ort Robert was busy with a substantiaa 
PT “ep doy t® Pudding as described, the Head 

ming near by, as though disturbed by 
he desired to express. - 

he matter?” asked the parrot, with 


Popeutennese 
was highly amused. 
Re "eMarked. 


a 
Peaks to the point sometimes, sit)” re 


f) “ 
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“A comical 


°od many what's still living have packed 
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The Head Waiter & Sir Robert Horne. £ 
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turned the Head Waiter. 
a matter of fact. 
it worries her.” 

“I’m sorry you're upset,” said the ex-Chancellor 
sympathetically. ‘‘Would it be indiscrete on my 
part to ask what is the reason for——?” 

“Well, sir,’ retorted the Head Waiter, ‘‘ seeing 
as you are one of the principal causes of it, 1 
don’t see as it would. It’s that hundred million 
pounds surplus Mr. Baldwin’s got on your last Bua- 
get,” 


“She’s doing so now, as 
She knows I'm a bit upset, and 


“My dear fellow,” expostulated Sir Robert, 
“what on earth——” 

“Look here, sir,’’ interrupted the Head Waiter 
bluntly, “‘as a result of your last Budget, Baldwin 
found ’imself something over a hundred millions o! 
pounds in hand, . That means that you budgeted 
for a hundred million quid more than you need 
have done. Putting the population roughly at 
fifty millions—men, women, and children—it means 
we all of us paid a couple of goblins last year in 
taxation more than we had need to. ‘A dirty ‘trick, 
I call that.” 

‘But this handsome surplus will go towards pay- 


ing off our debt to America,” said Sir Robert 
blandly. 
“Blow our debt to America!” said the Head 


Waiter, savagely. ‘Why don’t some of the blighted 
European countries begin to pay off a bit of what 
they owe us? Look at France! Chuckin’ money 
away in the Ruhr while she owes .us five hundred 
million quid!’ 

The Head Waiter patsed a moment to wipe his 
fevered brow. “But I am not responsible for that,” 
murmured Sir Robert, mean time. 
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PAGE SEVEN 


DOTS AND DASHES. 


HIS ONLY FEET. 


“Now. what’s the matter, Bobby?’ 


“Boo-hoo! My boots hurt me!” 
“Silly boy! You've got them on the wrong 
feet!’’> 


“TI ain’t got no other feet.’ 


A DIFFERENT TALE THEN. 


Hubby (on his way home from the theatre, to 
his wife): What dreadful street lighting! Well, 
my pet,-what are you crying for? 

Wife: I was thinking how angry you used to be 
in this same street six months ago every time we 
came to a light! 


COULDN'T DO IT ANY BETTER, 


**Didn’t I tell vou last week that I did not want 
you to call on my daughter any more?” 

“Yes, sir; and I’m not.” 

““You’re not? Why—er—er——”’ 

“No, sir; I’m not. I was calling seven nighis 
a week then.” 


TOOK SOME SWALLOWING. 
“T like to believe all men are honest,” observed 
the moralizer. ? , 
“Same _ here,’ rejoined the demoralizer; “ still, 
I always draw the line at taking the same patent 
medicine for liver complaint that I use for tooth- 
ache, no matter how the label reads.” 


SHE WAS HARD TO LOSE, 


The Landlady: I’m told that your only daughter 
was married last. week, sir’ Didn’t you find it 
hard to lose her? 


“Why do you look so pained?” 


“i'm lazy.” 


‘““What’s that got to do with 1t?’’ 


“I'm sitting on my cigarette,” 


“But I want my two quid back wot I overpaid 
in taxes last year on Sur Budget,” said the Head 
Waiter stubbornly, “/ 

“You shall have it.” smiled Sir Robert, rising, 
and adding two pound notes to the amount of his 
bill. ‘“ Good-night!’’ 

. * * * .* 

The Head Waiter stood and looked at the two 
Treasury notes with a puzzled expression. 

“And I said I’d give that chap Sir Robert’s tip,” 
he muttered. “But. of course, this ain’t a tip—it’s 
simply repayment of a loan.” 


And he folded the notes and slipped them into his 


waistcoat pocket. 


The Ladger: Well, it was a bit hard; in fact, i 
was beginning to give it up, and then we had the 
luck to hook this fellow ata seaside hotel. 


TAKING NO RISKS. 


“Yes,” said Mrs. Popley, “I’m going to take 
the children away to the country for a month or 
60.” 

“You'll take the servants with you, of course,” 
said her friend 

“Most assuredly not! 


\ 


I need a rest myself!” 


j 
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‘You play it so easy-like. 1 s’pose it comes natural . oe ’ 
“Yus, we’re a musical family. father sticks the tabel§ 
gramophone records,” 


SHOPKEEPER: How much chocolate do you want? 
BOBBY (who has found a shilling): How much have you got? 
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HE: Why so dressed up? Anywhere to g0? ; 
SHE: Yes; I’m going to a ball to-night. IN THE STONE AGE. 
HE: Pooh, thats’ nothing. I’m going to three to-morrow. When old Skinarock cailed to raise the rent. 
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PELE TEs 


NOTHING LIKE GIVING A DOG PLENTY OF EXERCISE. 


;2 .) BACK-CHAT } 
Vg’ ARTISTES 


BRAG AND BOUNCE, 


** GOOD-MORNING, Ah, 

matter with you?” 

“Nothing the matter with me, you idiot!’ 

“You gave me a nasty look.” 
“Well, you certainly have a nasty look, but 1 
didn’t give it to you!” 

“H’m! If I told untruths I should say you 

looked nice enough to eat.” 
“Well. I do eat!” 
“So your wife told me—like a horse. By the 
“way, don’t you and your wife ever agree about any- 
thing?” 

“Well. we both seem to agree that she made the 

mistake of her life in marrying me!” 

“Can your wife appreciate a joke?’ 

“Well, she,savs I.am one, and I know she 
doesn’t appreciate me!” 

“Talking of wives, I see that a couple got mar- 
ried a few days ago after a courtship which lasted 
fifty years.” 

“TI suppose the poor old man was tow feeble to 
hold out any longer.”’ 


sonny ! what’s the 
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“In Africa a man doesn’t know his wife until 
after he has married her.” 

“H’m! Why mention Africa particularly ” 

“Aren't you the master in your own house?” 

“Well, my wife “and I have divided it. She 
looks after the money, the children, the dog, and a 
cat. I look after the goldfish!’ 

‘“My wife looks after me well. 
my shoes off for me.” 

‘““When vou come home from the club, I sup 
pose?” 

**No: when I want to go there!’ 

‘““Does your wife dress to please you?” 

“No; just to annoy the other women,” 

“I suppose you never talk to your wife about 
your business affsira?’’ 

“Never, As soon as ‘she finds out I have a little 
money she demands a_ bonus.” 

To change the subject. Can you tell me why 
laundresses are the most forgiving people on earth?” 

“No: why?’ 

“Because the more cuffs you give them the more 
they’ll do for you.” 

“"’S good! Here’s one for you. Is it ecorrecy 
to say ‘the yolk of an egg is white’ or ‘the yolk 
of an egg are white?’ ”’ 

“Ts white. of course.” 

“ You’re wrong, The yolk of an egg is yellow!” 

“Splendid! T’ll try that on my wife. Why, 
what in the world has happened to your watch’ 
The one you used to have had a handsome gold 
case.’’ 

“T know it did. but circumstances alter cases!” 


She even takes 


roe, WT §$tn~— 77 1 > 


oy 


“Where have you been, William?” 


u ‘My dear, i—er——” 


“1 don’t believe you!’ 


A PRAYER THAT WAS ANSWERED, 


— 


A famous actor of our acquaintance tells the 
following story of his little girl, aged eight. One 
evening (in the days whem he was a struggling 
artist) he had to see Iris to bed—he was not work. 
ing, and the wife had gone to see the latest rival 


* show.’”’ Iris, having had her bath, said her 
prayers. ‘Dod bless Golliwog, Teddie Bear, and 
Muvver and Fido. and—and——” 

“Yes, darling,” gently whispered the parent, 
“and what about Daddy?” 

“Oh, yes, Dod,” amended the tiny one. “Anda 


make Daddy a better actor, for the Lord's gake, 
Amen!’’ 


NO BEANFEAST. 


——- 


“You look rather weary, old man.” 
“Yes, I’ve had a trying time this week.’ 
Yim??? 

“No, on a jury.” 


)o( 


A TALE FOR THE TAILOR. 


“What are vou writing about, Quill?” 

“A story. I’m going in for fiction.” 

“Really? For a magazine?” 

“No; for my tailor. He wants his money, and 
I'm telling him T'll send him a cheque next week.” 
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“Capital! Could you oblige me with @ its 

“This is the third time you have asked 2” gy 
a light to-night, ‘and each time you have ke?® 
cigar for several minutes.” 

“Yes: mine ofiy tastes right when I dra” 
smoke of yours through it.’’ | 

“By the way, can you tell me what make* ! 
Tower of Pisa lean?’ oa 

“I don’t know, or T would take some my sell oe 

“You’re no skeleton, I must admit. fell 
how many senses are there?” 

* Sis. 

*‘How is that? I have only five. a 

“T know it. The other is common-sens©’ got 

“Nevertheless, all my success, all my treme oh 
financial prestige, I owe to one thing—pluck, 
pluck.” ie i 

“But how is one to find the right peo? 
pluck?” ’ 


” 


“You'd better ask that scoundrel JoskiD® a8 , en 

“Why, you once described Joskins to B® ne 
tried friend.” 7 it 

“So he was. TI tried. to borrow a_ five? - 
him!” 

‘‘Nothing doing, eh Did I tell you I oom a 
pence to a fellow who advertised to tell me hy, 
take out wrinkles on the face?” sy 


“No; what did he tell you?” ye 

“He said, ‘Walk out in the open air at, 
a day and the wrinkles will go out with yo"? 

“So you were done?” 

“TI was.” 


“So am I. Toddle-ool"’ 
a 
Si be bs ne ey 
, SOLOMON’S SPECIAL. S 
\ 
ee er ee Fi Ny. 
“How did the Queen of Sheba travel wit yf? ‘ 
went to see Solomon?’ asked a Sunday by 
teacher. = 
No one ventured to answer. } : 
ve 


“Could she have gone by railway?” ‘ 

‘“‘Yes'm,.”’ said the little girl. py? 

** Indeed ! Well. we would like to no® if 
you found this out?” ’ 

“In the second verse,” responded the © 
says she came with a great train.” 


pild 


oh 
One of Lord Dunraven’s best stories cone 
man who hurried into a barber's shop one “ . 
said hastily. “Cut the whole three short!” f 
“What three?” i? 
“The hair, the beard, and the conver™ 
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STRAIGHT FROM THE CONFERENCE’ 
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il 
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dil Sse! = ee 
ist CLERIC: That Jast speaker was 4” hy 
taining. ats 
2nd Cleric: Yes; and he’s a self-made miner 
3rd CLERIC: | thought his delivery “ 
though, 
2nd CLERIC: That's natural. 
a messenger boy, 
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yi 
ae Mrs. “Awkins, ‘er leddyship’s very ‘kind 
lial—and so’s ’er ’usban’, the Hearl, too, 
I’ve nothink to complain about— 


tf 


Matter, 
ms © work's ‘ard, mine jer, and that young 
oe with ’er bobbed ’air an’ all, thinks 
t the fellers then the flues, and ’as the 


ME 


’ ine every nigh’ t’orf every week. Na- 

; tion the cireus, she’s a constance sorce of 
as me, 

ig, _ be contented with one nigh’ t’out a 

fy a . then my little ’oliday is. took under 


£ CUstandin’, Thirty years ‘ave I cooked 
» .¥—and not one o ’em as ever ’ad indi- 
they “bD-pepsyer, w’atever it is they calls it— 
ti, *ith “ve, they’ye bin to a party an’ brought it 
toa them, like wot seaside landladies say 

*Ts does w’en they complains about the 


fy 


Se, 


PhEE. 


Yo 
Uw; 4 
leas! quite unnerstand as I’m happreciated 


Weg: Yship, ’oo tries to make me nigh’ t’out 
Te " ag ‘appy as possible. Every week she 
min ticket for a show—always the Upper 
Yon © jer—and’ last night she ses, ‘“ You 
Ne Ray : to go, Mrs. Malaprop-Brown,” she ses; 
«de ti ave other plants in view; in that case, 
Cket to a friend.” 
% ses (I still calls ’er madam, al- 
in Owed ’er ever since she was married, 
“ay she wore, an'—but I'll prescribe ’er 
some other time), “Madam,” I ses, 
on my time o’ life I ain’t likely to "ave 
t ants in view for to-night—or any other 
at that matter, ‘bein’ a little above sich 
re Pe—I'm grateful for the ticket and ’ope 
Sear 
Man, suite all right, cook,” she says. “The 
¥ ’ow the haristocracy drops their hait- 


d Bob’s Weekly 
Indiscretion. 


AM glad to see that ping- 
pong is coming in again, 
dear chappies. It isn’t 
half a bad game and it 
hae a lot of possibilities 
you might not suspect. 

Last Whursday, for ex- 
ample. I was staying fo 
a few hours. at. the Sport- 
leys house, where they 
have just installed a new, 
modern up-to-date ping- 


GAL, 


- 
o 


pong table. Now, stay- 
ing with the Sportleys 
wa3 a particularly 


charniing girl whose name 
I discovered was Vera 
Duschue, the C_ being 
hard as in lobster, As 1 
said, Vera was @ very 
charminz girl, but some- 
what reserved and diffi- 
cult to draw out. In 
de, fact, dear .chappies, I 

Fe! What to talk about next when, struck 


thy. her dea (as we are all apt to be at times), . 


ed She played ping-pong. At this Vera 
* &t once and confessed that she would 


yy 

‘igen Ure at once to the ping-pong table, 
“Deni” Were all alone—the place to ourselves, 
* 8o we buzzed off at once and it was 
Th Trent that Vera had played the game 
it “ing the firat game of the set went to 

®8 as much as I could do to win the 


> 


4 


& third (and conqueror), but by this 
Fot a bit tired. 
Moy 2’ thing happened. A ball went, 
Din, ® the floor (that’s the ‘worst—or the 
7 Pong, retrieving the pills!), and Vera 


Rs) lauripror. ROWN'S [le \ 
~Nient Our | 


I was forging ahead - 
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ONT 
‘dull’ 


AT THE NEW OXFORD. 


ches, ain’t it?)—‘‘the Earl would be pleased to get 
you a ticket for any show you like, if you let me 
know in time.” 

“Ah, madam,’’ I ses, ‘that’s the best of bein’ 
married to a H’Earl. It do ’ave its h’advantages, 
don’t it?” 

She looked at me sorter funny for a minute an’ 
then, ’arf Jarfin’ an’ ’arf cryin’, she throws ’erself 
in me arms, and I felt one of ‘er tears run down 
me back, as she sopped in. a way wot would ’aye 
surprised you.” : 

““Ah, co-o0-00k,” she sorter jerked out; ‘‘ you— 
you d-d-do-do-don’t know all.” An’ then I felt 
another tear. Don't they tickfe? ‘Ave you ever 
noticed? 

‘‘Never mind, my lady,” I ses, pattin’ ’er on the 
back,.“‘I remember. w’en Malapop-Brown was alive 
(not that I wish ‘im any ’arm now ’e’s dead), things 
wasn’t alway “oney an’ skittles. Ah, wot us wimmin 
‘as to put up with! But I deesay we shell ’ave 
our reward in another world.” 

(At this pint ’er ladyship cried, ‘‘ You old darlin’!” 
jumped away, dabbed ’er eyes. an’ sed: “ We're talk. 
in’ nonsense. Now, hurry up an’ get dressed, cook, 
and be off with you! '-The show starts at half-past 
eight! Hurry!’ 

“Wot show might it be, madam?” I asked. 


“ONE EXCITING NIGHT!” 


she ses in a ’ushed voice. 

“Ho!” I ses, “nothin’ of the ‘Three Weeks’’ 
biznss about it, I s’pose ” : 

“Oh, mo, cook,” she says. 

“Oh, well,” I ses, “I’ll go, jest the same.” So 
I hurries into me second best, and orf I goes te 
the New. Oxford—jest close 
Corner—yowu know. 


and I both made a dive for it. We both missed it; 
but, somehow or other, my arms slid around Vera, 
and, to save herself from falling (excellent idea!), 
she threw both her arms around my neck. Now, 
when you are in a position like that, dear chappies, 
you—you—well, you can’t very well help yourself, 
can you? Not even if you wanted to. 

There we were, absolutely thrown together, face 
to face. ' 

Our lips met, and it was, quite a couple ot 
minutes befote they parted, and then only for a 
brief interval. During this time Vera said nothing | 
(it wasn’t necessary, and it, was hardly possible), 
but at the end of the second set (so to speak) she 
suddenly broke loose from'my supporting arms and 
said: - : 

“I’ve forgotten the score now,” and slipped into 
my arms again. : 

* * . * _* 

As'I said before, ping-pong is a game with many 

unsuspected possibilitiés-- But for ping-pong 1 


should never have. realised that Vera’s reserve is 


only—but never mind. I shall leave you to draw 
the moral. Tootsie might see this and require ex- 
planations if I wrote more. Anyway, dear chap- 
pies, if you are not already ping-pongists, give it a 
trial with the girls and see if you don’t find it a 
jolly good game for two, ' 
Jol 


THE PROPER SPHERE, 


Shopwalker: What’s to be done about Jenkins, 
sir? He’s turned quite deaf; temporarily, I hope, 
but still it’s awkward. isn’t it? 

Proprietor: Oh, Jenkins’ turned deaf, has he? 
Then send him to the Customers’ Complaint Depart- 
ment. ' 


)O(-—-—— 
EQUINE CONGRATULATIONS, 


Bridegroom: What’s the matter, driver? 

Coachman: The horse has just thrown a shoe, 
Bir. 

Bridegroom: Good Heavens! 
sible that even your blessed gee-gees’ know we're 


' married? 


to Tattenham Court . 


Can it be. pos- 
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I was jest in time; but if the young lady wot 
took my ticket ’adn’t shone a little blob of electria 
lights on the floor an’ told me ‘to foller it, I declare 


I'd never ’ave found me seat, 


’ad to 


keep me balance. 
” with some feller’s face: an’ then I found me other 


’and in 


was sticky! 
I thought to meself, 


Even/ as it was, I 
fumble about with me ’ands some’ow, to 
Once I found meself fumblin’ 


somebody’s box o’ chocklets. Lawks, they 
Two of ’em stuck to me fingers; and 
the excitin’ night’s begun 


a’ready! 
Any’ow, I got to me seat at last, jest as the 


curting 


begin to go up, and a lot of inflammation 


was throwed on the scream to give us a n’idea wot. 
the picsher was goin’ to be about. 


Jest 


then somebody ses be’ind me, “Would you 


kindly remoye your rat, madam?” 


“Take it orf yerself,”’ I retortted. 


I. come 


“ lm busy. - 
‘ere to see the picshers, not to mess about. 


with ’atpins.” wa St ‘ 
* Then the voice sed it wasn’t me as was meant 
at all, and apologised—and that it was another lady- 


as was 


meant. 


I could begin to see a bit by this time, so I let 


them be’ 


scream, 


It' started with /a wicked plot 


ind git on with it, and fixed me gaze on the 
to foller the story. 
There was a 


rough sort of ’ut on the South African felt (though 


I never 
before. 
custes?). 


mother ’ 
sands of miles to join ’er ’usban’ wot 
lucky with a coal mind or something. 

‘ad ’er pritty little baby, an’ wasn’t feelin’ quite the f 


thing. 


knew South Africa was covered with felt 

I thought it was crocuses—or is it lo ‘i 
In this “ut there was layin’ a young ' 

oo was treckin’, wich means walking, thou: ; 
‘ad struck 

She ’ad jest 


- 


All of a suddin noos arrives as ’er ’usban’ ’as bin wa 
killed, so she dies at once ; 


Well, 


the people wot she was travellin’ with 


wasn’t no good. The feller was ’er ’usban’s brother, 


and the 


woman wasn’t no better’n she ought to bin. 


So, as the baby stood between ‘im an’ the rich in’- 


eritance, 


’e bribes the ’ussy to take it away, and ’e 


goes ‘ome an’ takes over the fam’ly property. 


But, 


Eh? 


better go an’ see for yerself. 


gracious me, Mrs. ’Awkins, I really mus\ 


It’s jest on five—an’ there’s dinner to think 


Wot was the excitin’ night? Ah, you’& 
| was awsked by the 


management not to say nothink about it. I shal? 


see you again nex’ wick. 


Employer: 
again. 

Thompson: Aye, I was, sir; and I'd be a goo®@ 
deal later if I got the chance again! 


Good-bye for the present. 


EE eee 


HE HAD HAD SOME. 


Late again, Mr. Thompson—late 
I believe you'd be late at your wedding! 


Jot 


iy’ 


KIND LADY: And you say you have never slept aay, 


in a police station? aN 
TRAMP: No, mum, 
row there | can’t git no sleep. 


They always makes such @ 


v 
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MURDER AND M)RTH.. 


GLANCING the other day over some of the 
brightly-jacketed volumes that are heaped these 
times on the railway bookstalls. my attention was 
arrested by the brief preface of one of them, ad- 
dressed to the father of the author. It ran: 

? My dear Father,— 

Like all really nice people, you have a weak+ 
ness for detective stories, and feel that there are 
not enough of them. So, after all you have 
done for me, the least that I can do for you is 
to write you one... 

Whereupon, feeling that a book written from 
such a motive must of necessity be well worth 
reading, and, moreover, it being holiday time, I 
permitted my self the extravagance of inyesting 
half-a-crown in “THE RED HOUSE MYSTERY,” by 
A. A. Milne; and it was not long before I was deeply 
engrossed in one of the most intriguing and baffling 
murder yarns that it has been my good fortune to 
light upon for years. 


“DAMN IT, OPEN THE DOOR!” 


A narrative which opens with the arrival at a 
country mansion of a reprobate brother of’ the 
owner of the property, and in the course of a 
chapter or two tells of an unwitnessed interview 
between the two brothers .in a locked ‘room; the 
sound of a revolver shot; the desperate attempt of 
the owner’s cousin and secretary to force his way 
into the room to accompanying shouts of, ‘‘ Damn 
it, open the door!” and the subsequent discovery 
of the apparently murdered corpse of the visitor 
and the utter disappearance of his brother, the 
master of the house, provide good measure in the 
way of thrills in so short a space. 

When I had got thus far with the book, I must 
confess that my resolution to retire to bed at 
eleven o'clock that night began to show signs of 
weakness, Was shortly in extremis, and very soon 
afterwards expired; with>the result that the small 
hours of the morning found me creeping softly up- , 
stairs, with my mind awhirl with the effects of a 


THE LURE OF MUSCLE. 


A gnarled Hercules is preferred by the normal 
' woman to a graceful Adonis.—Mr. W. M. 
Gallichan. 


I’ve often times wondered why, when at a dance, 
An alfresco ‘‘ kick-up” or ball, 

‘The girls who are present scarce give me a glance, 
But leave me to prop up the wall! 

I may, with all modesty, vevture to claim 
’Of~ good looks a liberal share, 

But aa for the notice of damsel or dame, 
I might just as well not be there! 


I’m graceful and gabe my features are straight, 
I’m satistied, quite, with my feet; 

The style of my collars is right up-to-date, 
And my suits are exceedingly neat. 

‘Yet time after time’is my programme a blank, 
Not a girl has a number to spare. 

These constant rebufis—I'll pe perfectly frank— 
Are enough to make anyone swear! 


But since Mr. Gallichan’s words I perused, . 
I hope to come into my own; 
Although to athletic exertion unused, 
I’m going in for muscle and bone! D 
And when my proportions, of classical mould, 
A rugged distortion assume, 
I'll dance every night (no more out in the cold) 
With the prettiest girls in the room! 
RET. 


wi 


A PORK KIND OF JOKE, 


Passer-By* Is that. your pork down there on the 
woad, guy’nor? 

Farmer: Pork? Wotcher mean? 
ole pig o’ mine out there. 
Passer-By: Oh, yes; but a Ford car’s just been 


There’s a fat 


by. 


four-hours’ 
mirth. 


orgy (of thrills, mystification, ana 


“MURDER, A MESSY THING.” 


To come across an author who can deal with 
murder—always a nasty and usually a messy affair 
—in such a fashion as to divest it of its more sordid 
and revolting aspects, and make it a vehicle for 
honest amusement, is a rare thing, But this is 
exactly what the talented author of “The Rea 
House Mystery’ has succeeded in doing. 

He chooses the season of high summer—of the 
traditional sort, apparently—for the tale, and a 
country mansion filled with guests whose types and 
quality may be judged from the following extract: 

The first to appear was Major Rumbold, a 
tall, grey-haired, grey-moustached, silent man, 
wearing a Norfolk coat and grey flannel trou- 


sers. who lived on his retired pay and wrote 
natural history articles for the papers. He in 
spected the dishes on the side-table,. decided 


carefully on kedgeree, and got to work on. it. 
He passed on to a sausage by the time of the 
next arrival. This was Bill Beverley, a cheerful 
young man in white flannel trousers and a 
blazer. 

“Hallo, Major,” 
‘“how’s the gout?” 

“It isn’t gout,’’ said the’ Major 

“Well, whatever it it.” 

The major grunted, 

“T made a point of being polite at break- 
fast,” said Bill, helping himself largely to por- 
ridge. ‘‘Most people are so rude. That’s why 
I asked you. But don’t tell me if it’s a secret. 
Coffee?” he added, as he poured himself out a 
cup. 

“No. thanks. 
finished eating:”’ 

“Quite right, Major; it’s only marners.” 
He sat down opposite to the other. “Well, 
we've got a good day for our game. It’s going 
to be dashed hot, but that’s where Betty and 


he said as he came in, 


gruftly. 


I never drink until I’ve 


dp, 
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I score. On the fifth green, your old p 
the one you got in that frontier skirm? ‘be 
will begin to trouble you; on the ole 
liver, undermined by years of curry, 
to pieces; on the twelfth——’ 

“Oh, shut up, 


wr 


you ass! r 
THE AMATEUR SLEUTH, = 


The casual. arrival of an old friend 
Beverley, named Antony, who develops , 
gifts im the detective line, sets the act! pf 
apace and affords the author many opP® Y 
for poking whimsical but good-natured 
world-renowned ‘Sherlock Holmes”’ and F 
fectual friend and toady, “Dr. WatsoD, gf 
the following may be taken as a fair spot 


“‘Now then,” said Bill, “we are # 
ahead.” 

Antony smoked thoughtfully f0F 
Then he took his pipe out of his 
turrfed to his friend. \ 

“Are you prepared to be the comP 
son ” he asked. ' 

“ Watson?’’ oe ‘ 

** Do-you-follow-me-Watson; that oi? 
you prepared to have quite obvious ip. 
plained to you, to ask little question® i 
me chances of scoring off you, to make 
discoveries Of your own two or three d Y 
I have made them myself—all that kind 
Because it all helps,” gD 

“My dear Tony,” said Bill de", 
“need you ask? Antony said nothine’ i 
went on happily to himself, “I pel gh 
the strawberry mark on your shirt? ot 
you had strawberries for dessert. 
astonish me. Tut, tut, you know jp? 
Where is the tobacco? The tobacet a 
Persian slipper. Can I leave my Pr ry 
week? I can.’ ale a 

Antony smiled and went on smoki®°gi 
waiting hopefully for a minute or tW% 
in a firm voice: Plas 

“Well, then, Holmes, I feel pour: : 
you if you have deduced anything- 
do you suspect?” 

Antony began to talk. 


GRIM TRAGEDY. 


. 


Tost 
Nevertheless, the undercurrent of eri™ 
flows along with increasing speed until et 

ing denoument—which, I must admit, “19% * 
mentally bending. T sincerely hope Mr. Ww je | 

will not be satisfied with this single e** ik : 
brilliant son’s gift for detective story” 


Witte ‘ 


/ ton 


| 


i 


bain 
hae 


; 
J 
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iif rd 


; ; 
MINISTER (signing the marriage register and unecrtain of the date): This is’ the ath Toll “tke, 
BRIDE: You will have your: joke, sir—bless you, he’s only my second. * 
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EARLY BATHERS. 


Lunia 


Umer 


“hie 


Ht 
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y 
(first time in church): Uncle, can't | go to the Pictures instead of this? 


"& 
Wy, 
7 | 
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ell 


MORE TREASURES FROM EGYPT. 


The bovs were in the theatrical ae, and 
knew how to make props and meney too. 


i) LTE 


ine yucce of 


“Yes, sir, @ real mummy; 
‘undred 


Egypt, thousands of years old. Five 
Quid as she stand—-to you.” 


veel 
lit 1 


And when vid JdaCous was Parlits, ine 
“Mummy” hopped it--and so did the other. 


THE SPRING MAID, 


Sweet Seventeen, to whom the spring 
Its deepest, sweetest joys should bring, 
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i True Tales of Old London Town. ; 


Queer Characters and Incidents of a Hundred Years ago. 


7.—QUACKERY:. 


“ QUACKERY is an’ ancieit profession in London, 
In, King Edward the Fourth’s reign several prac- 
tisers of physic were examined by the college, and 
found so unfit for the practice of that art, that they 
were rejected; some were punished according to 
public statutes, and others fined. In the fourth 
year of this King’s reign, in the month of Sep 
tember, ona Grig,@a poulterer of Surrey, taken 
among the people for a prophet, in curing of divers 
diseases by words and prayers, and’ saying he 
would take no money, etc., was, by command of 
the Earl of Warwick and others of the Council, set 
on a scaffold in the town of Croydon, in Surrey, 
with a paper on his breast, wherein was written 
his deceitful and hypocritical dealings; and after 
that, on the eighth of September, set on a pillory 
in Southwark. being then our Lady Fair there kept, 
and the Mayor of London, with his brethren, the 
aldermen, riding through the fair, the said Grig 
asked them all and the citizens’ forgiveness. Of 
the like counterfeit physician, saith Stowe, have 1 
noted in the summary of my Chronicles, anno 1382, 
to be set on horseback. his face to the horse’s tail, 
the. same in his hand as a bridle, a collar of jor- 
dans about his neck. a whetstone on his breast, 
and so led through the city of London, with ringing 
of basins, and banished. 

“Henry VIII. despised them, 
to suppress their nostrums by establishing censors 
in physic. 

“Quack doctors used formerly to go about at 
tended by ‘their servants; and the first itinerant 
doctor on record is the celebrated Andrew Borde, 
and from this man is derived the name of Merry 
Andrew, for he was as facetious a8 he was erudite; 
his speeches, from the singularity of their style, 
were received with universal approbation by the 
people, and the cures he performed were very 
many, he being a man of most extraordinary ‘\at- 
tainments. 

“Tt was truly said by the notorious quack, Dr. 


and endeavoured _ 


Rock (who shines so conspicuously in Hogarth’s 
prints), when asked how he, who was so utterly 
ignorant of physic and surgery, could have amassed 
such a fortune by doctoring, thus replied (taking 
the person to the window): There, said he, out of 
every thousand people that pass, nine hundred are 
fools, and they are my customers; the other hun- 
dred’ go to the regular M.D.’s. If people would 
but apply, in the first instance, to men of acknow: 
ledged medival skill instead of going to cheap 
quacks, what money it would save them; and hun- 
dreds of persons would be saved from a premature 
grave, or of passing a lingering life of misery ana 
pain. 

“Among the many eminent quacks were Doctor 
Benjamin Thornhill, the seventh son of the seventh 
son, and Doctor Bossy, also the seventh son of the 
seventh son. This latter was the last mountebang 
doctor who exhibited in the British metropolis, and 
his public services ceased about, forty years ago. 
Every Thursday his stage was é¢rected opposite the 
north-west colonnade, Covent Garden, The plat- 
form was about six feet from the ground, was 
covered, open in front, and was ascended by a 
broad step-ladder.. On one side was a table, with 
medicine-chest and surgical apparatus, displayed 
on a table with drawers. In the centre of the 
stage was an arm-chair, in which the patient was 
seated; and, before the doctor commenced his opera- 


tions, he advanced, taking off his gold-laced hat, 
and, bowing right and left, began addressing the 
populace, which crowded before his booth. The 


following dialogue, ad literatim, will afford the 
reader a characteristic specimen of the customs in 
London of the last age. It should be observed, the 
do¢tor was a humourist, An aged woman was 
helped up the ladder and seated in the chair. She 
had been deaf. nearly blind. and was lame to boot: 
indeed, she might be said to have been visited with 
Mrs. Thrale’s three warnings. and death would have 
walked in at the door, only that Doctor Bossy 


Gi 
Z 
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blocked up the passage. The doctor asked . 
tious with an audible voice, and the pa” ip 
sponded—he usually repeating the respons Nae 
Anglo-German dialect. Doctor—Dis a poora pe 
vot is—how old vosh you? Old Womar— 7 
most eighty, sir; seventy-nine last Lady~ 
style.’ Doctor—Ah, tat is an incurable 
Old Woman—Oh, dear! Oh, dear! say ” i 
incurable! Why, you have restored mY 
can hear again, and I can walk without ee 
ches. Doctor (smiling)—No, no, good vo 
age is vot is incurable, but, by the ple yo 
God. I’ vill cure you of vot is elshe. uP 


7 


1 
pd: 


woman vos lame, and deaf, and almost Dl io ~ 
many hossipals have you been in? Old yi / thy 
Three, sir: St. Thomas’s, St.’ Bartholome™ gly ) 
St. George’a.. Doctor—Vot. and you found 20 

vot none—not at alls?) Old Woman--No, non Uf i 
sir. And haw many medical > professio?® wy we 


if 


attended you? Qld Woman—Some twenty ye 
sir. Doctor—O mine Gote! ‘Three sick ndeif 
and dirty (thirty) doctors! I should’ Vv? iy 
if you have not enough to kill you twer' nhs 
Dis poora voman has become mine patie? wd 
Bossy gain all patients bronounced i Nie 
pote, mid de plessing of Brovidence, I abe! 
short work of it, and set you upon your les ry 
Goode beoples, dis poora vomans yas teaf er 
nail. (Holding up his watch to her ear * gid 
ing the repeater): Gan you hear dat_pell? oi) 


man—Yes, sir. Doctor—O den, ' be the i 
off 


q 


Gote. Can you valk round dis chair (eit 

arm)? Old Woman—Yes, sir. Docto oid ¥ 
town again, good voman. Can you see , 
man—Pretty so-so, doctor. Doctor—Vat aS 


see, good voman? Old Woman—I ca® it 
baker there (pointing to a mutton-pie-m? 
pie-board on his head—all eyes were tur? 
him). Doctor--And vat else gan you t 
vomans? Old Woman—The poll-par?? id | 
(pointing to Richardeon’s Hotel). ‘LyiD& oa 
screamed Richardson’s poll-parrot; all ees, 
shouted with laughter. Dr, Bossy wail ie 
laugh had subsided, and looking acro8® J 
significantly shook his head at the per, | 
gravely exclaimed, laying his hand o2 o we 
‘’'Tis no lie, you silly bird; ’tis all yr Ai = 
gospel.’ Those who knew Covent Garde gt | 
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century ago cannot have forgotten the 
Bose; .* / 
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“My dear lady, in Rome | do as the Romans do.” 


THE BRUTE! 


ee 

She: Now. what would you say w2# *% 

of your wife's hair? po ; 

He: I don’t know: I haven’t see? 
morning! 


}o( 
IT CUTS BOTH WAYS: 


gp y 

‘“ Harkins.” said the head of the *¥ cif 

foreman, “the firm has decided to inne , 

system of profit-sharing with its employs 

“ Good!’ replied the foreman. 
the firm’s profits last year?” 

“Last year the firm lost £700, That 


| 


; 


ne 
det 


a reduction of 10 per cent. in wages un go! F 
arrangement. which comes into effect fro i! 
1 this year.” } 
—_——.) 0(-—--—_ 
WHAT IS A. MILLION? 


ae Yee 
“Now, Willie,” said his uncle, “if y yt 
still at table. I shall take you across 


give you a good spanking.” ; wiv 
“JT can't sit still, uncle,” whined aa 

it’s all your fault.” 4 p? 
ae aD a 


“My fault?” echoed his unele, 


my fault?” ” 
“Well.” said Willie, “you told me yo 
gi 


‘that a million was a thunderin 
teacher asked me what a million W@* “1 
was a thundering lot, too; and now 


Jol 


: yo 


pf 
Several old Scotchmen were disove ig - 
demic of scarlet fever that. was spread Top 
countryside, when one of them spoke ‘pid 
“Well, ‘tis bad enoo’ for peat 
woorse for us grown-ups. But I | 
best cure is auld Scotch whisky!” jt’ 
“ Aye, mon! But whaire’ll y® wt 
“What? The whisky?” 
“No—the fever: A month 


heavenly.” 
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igs loper’s Amusement Guide. 
Or 


~ "sing Rates - - Six Lines Five Shillings. 
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“BRA GRAND VARIETIES, 
Daily, 2.80, 6.10, and 8.45, 
‘ote, be rogramme changed weekly. 
OL to 9d., pius tax Gerr. 6064. 
1 - x 
Seu, Ger. 7640, 
S GRAND VAPJETIES. 
= Twice Daily, 2.30 and 7,46. 
Ry - te 


E 
non, Nightly, 8.30; Tues., Thurs., Sat., 2.80 
Mary Moore and Miss Sybil Thorndike 


‘ present 
~ ADVERTISING APRIL. 
| ’ 
URy ¢ , 
ANE, Ger. 2588-9. 
Moscoviteh in 


E ANGELO. 
Yenings,’ 8.30; Mats, Wed., Sat., 2.30. 


OF YORK'S. Gerr. 618, 
THE MARRIAGE OF KITTY. 


Marie Tempest. 


"ings, 8,30; Mat., Thurs. and Sat., 2.30. 


Nig, = 
be Gerr. 2780. 
Jose Collins in 


THE LAST WALTZ. 


\_ Mehay, 8.15; Mat., Thurs., Sat., 2,80. 
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Mou MicruRE THEATRES. 


b, CTURE THEATRE, Kingsway. 


NY. 1.45 to 10,30 (Sundays, 6 to 10.30). 


~~ 'Ogramme changed twice weekly. 


SALceRy 
Unuous Daily, 2-11 (Sundays, 6-11), 
Prices, ls. 8d. to 68. (incl). 
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Pre-paid Small Advertisements. 


Advertisements are received under the above 
heading and inserted in “Ally Sloper’s Half- 
Holiday"’ at the rate of Twopence per Word. 
No display is permitted, and the Publishers re 
serve the right of declining any advertisement 
which does not meet with their approval, 


The Minimum Charge for any Advertisement 
is Two Shillings and Sixpence, Zl 


J. B. WEDGE {Established 1800), Manufacturers 
of Van and Lor:g Sheets and Tarpaulins, Water- 
proof Clothing. Marquees and Tents on Hire. 
Tackle, Ropes and Twines, Inside and Outside 
Blinds, Scenery Canvas and Stage Cloths, Gauze 
Business Signs, Mats and Matting, Banners, Decora- 
tions and Flags of Ali Nations.—Note the Address— 
288, Walworth. Road, London, §8.£.17. Telephone: 
Hop 10165. 


BE HEALTHY AND STRONG.—Use Wareham’s 
Exercisers and Developers. Obtainable at all 
athletic outfitters. 


PORTRAITS (by an expert Artist and Academy 
Exhibitor) REPRODUCED FROM ANY PHOTO- 
GRAPH in Water Colour. Any size quoted up to 
and including 20in. by Il6in. -All pictures guaran- 
teed perfect likenesses, and highly and artistically 
painted, Send P.O. (10s. 6d.) and photo, with full 
particulars, to—J PICKERING, 433, Norwood Road, 
8.E.27. Money returned if unsatisfactory. 


JACK LEVY, F.O.8., will be pleased to meet all 
members and friends of ‘‘The Sloper Club” at 
“The Noah’s Ark.’ Blackfriars Road, London, 8.E. 


DEFY TIME!—Use Excelsis Hair Colour Restorer. 
Not a dye. Colour completely ‘restored, Abso- 
lutely harmless. Post free, 1s. 9d. bottle.— 
EXCELSIS (a), 8, Sturgeon Road, Walwort® S.E. 
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—— 
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YOUR POWDER PUFF ALWAYS HANDY. 
Ladies find the | WRISTLET POWDER, .= 
PUFF CASE AND ‘= 

MIRROR ay 


indispensable at 
\ dances, parties, golf, 
}\ tennis, boating, and 
the holidays. Worn 
; like a wrist watch, 
i powder 


ZN 
' i) puff, mirror, and ff 3 
an . Your Pow- 


F | der Puff and Mirror always at hand. 
i! Useful and Handy. Only, 2/6 each, 
post free. Send remittance to 


THE NOVELTY CQO. Dept. 3h 


Boswell House, Bolt Crt, Fleet St., 


Se OTT TULL LLL CTL 
= SPURS THE APPETITE 2 
= OBTAINABLE FROM YOUR GROCER = 
=) SOLD EVERYWHERE <= 
STUDIES ATES 


Tio) DY 


Sines ave > ! 
Et 
On Sale at leading Chemists & Stores 
Full instructions and descriptive pamphiets, 
Tins each 1/-, 1/9 2/6 


or from Sole Manufacturers 
(post free, 1/4, 2/8. 3/3.) 


B, WINSTONE & Sons, Ltd., 
100/101, Shoe Lane, London, E.0.4 
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N all kinds of Washable Needlework and coloured Embroidery 
| satisfactory results are assured by the use of Crark’s “ANCHOR” 
Tureaps. They are even, strong, smooth, look and feel like 
silk, are in white and Grfdable colours, and are in all degrees of 
React 
“ANCHOR” Tureaps are sold by Drapers and Needlework Depéts throughout 


the world, with leaflets of instruction, transfers, designs, etc. 


eX 
BY 


There are seven kinds of “ANCHOR” Threads : 


COTON A BRODER VELVENO | sr 
STRANDED COTTON FLOX / 
FILOSHEEN ! FIL )’ECOSSE : 


FLOSS EMBROIDERY 


All made by 


CLARK oa OF Jae) 1 


PAISLEY ) Ea | 
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London: Printed and Published for the Proprietors by the New Picture Press, Ltd., 7a, Wine Office Court, Fleet St., E.C.—Sole Agents for Australasi®gg I 

Gotch jeastralas ia), Ltd. South Africa: The Central News, Agency, Ltd. Canada: The Imperial News Co., Ltd., Teronto, Montreal and ¥ inet: ta 3 
4 of Ame The International News Co., 83-5, Duane Street, New York. Malta: O, Herman and Oo., 4 Strada Reale, Merme | 
General AD ata i Me mas eet Messageries "Hachette ae Cie, 111, Rue Reaumur, Paris; Messrs. Wm. Dicom and Son , Ltd., 18 Rue A Rens. * paris 
L Agents i0e 2 , Calle Oangallo, 642. India: A. H. Wheeler, Allahabad, Bombay, Caloutta, ete Gihraltar: Gregoria Fay Cla Newspape” 
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